MARCHA
WESTERN OCEAN
I. Seascape
THE scene was frankly urban. It was, to all appearances,
a crowded evening in something Alley or someone's Rents.
A hollow square of onlookers stood round and stared at
what was going on with the steady concentration of house-
holders interrupted in their evening shopping by a more
than usually promising street-accident, It must have been
a warmish evening, as none of them seemed to be wearing
hats except a petty officer who was home, no doubt, on
leave. And the event, whatever it might be, which had
attracted them, was evidently of rare interest since eager
heads clustered on dangerously congested balconies and
protruded from windows. Whatever it might be, a large
number of people, including a pair of chefs from a neigh-
bouring restaurant, seemed to think that it was worth stop-
ping to look at; and they looked with the unconcealed
attention of persons who have money on it. Perhaps they
had; for there were moments when it was distinctly worth
a modest bet, A pair of bell-boys crouched to leap at one
another with the tigerish ferocity of which bell-boys are
capable off duty, I seemed to recognise one of them vaguely
and thrilled with all the loyalty one feels for members of
one's private circle when seen stripped and panting, as the
bell goes for the second round. Their boxing was correct
but fierce, with the full savagery of amateurs who mean to
get it over in three rounds instead of the professional languor
that lasts fifteen and lives to fight another clay. They
lunged and feinted under the raw light of the electrics; and
as a blow went home, the crowded alley roared approval.
It must have been a questionable neighbourhood, since it